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before love and doom,
in the ripened silence
filled with mature expectation,
everyone is waiting
with patience
for the change,
for the judgement,
for the sound of the final bell
for the forsaken feeling.
Every man in a room,
termites in his mind;
every man in a river,
a whirlpool in his heart;
every man in a prison,
a trap of gallows in his heart;
every man in a machine,
screw-nuts in his heart;
every man in a fire,
a chimney in his mind;
every man in a bush,
a tiger's roar in his heart.
There is a tomb in every heart
there is a corpse,
there is a skull,
there is a ten-branched banyan tree,
there is a hollow
in the trunk of the banyan.
. Where is the way to fly
for the gray quail in the hollow?
Where is the boat
to cross the darkness?
Alone, and alone
like a stump
in the street of shadows.